SETTLEMENT   OF   ACCOUNTS

with authority and against the people. "The donkey
needs a thrashing, and the brute populace must be
governed by brute force." Not a word did this berserker
find to say on behalf of clemency when the conquering
knighthood suppressed the peasant revolt with abomin-
able ruthlessness; he had no pity for the innumerable
victims, for in his wrath he knew no measure; not a
syllable would he utter on behalf of the thousands who
had put their trust in him,, and who had been initiated
by him into the art of insurrection against their over-
lords. In the end he acknowledged with a grim courage,
when the fields of Wurtemberg were running with blood:
"I, Martin Luther, have slain all the peasants who died
during this rebellion, for I goaded authority to the
slaughter. Their blood be on my head.'5

This "furor," this tremendous power for hating, still
whetted his quill when he turned it against Erasmus in
his reply. He might have forgiven his rival's theological
excursus, but the enthusiastic welcome given to it in the
wide realm of humanistic culture fanned the flames of
his wrath till it became raving madness. Luther winced
at the notion that his enemies were intoning a song of
triumph, "Tell me, where is the doughty Maccabaeus,
where is he who is so sure of his teaching?" Now that
the peasant trouble lay behind him, he would not only
answer Erasmus, but crush him out of existence. While
at board with some friends he made known his intention
in the awesome announcement: "I conjure you, there-
fore, at God's command, to become Erasmus's vowed foes
and that you have naught to do with his books. I shall
write all I have it in mind to say no matter if he dies of
it and rots. I intend to kill Satan with my pen," To
which he added, not without a tincture of pride: "Just
as I slew Miinzer, whose blood is on my head."